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LOU REED: ‘‘Rock And Roll Heart'~ 
iArista ARTY 142). Lou Reed (vo- 
cals, guitars, piano), Michael Fon- 


fara (piano, clavinet, Arp), Bruce 


Yaw (bass), Michael Suchorsky 
(drums), Marty Fogel (sexophone), 
Garland Jeffreys (background vo- 
cals on “You Wear it So Well"), 


_ Produced-by Lou Reed. 


NOTION may 


ke 
: seem rather fan- 
-ciful, but it strikes me 


that Lou Reed is becom- 
ing increasingly like an 
old lover whom you 
might occasionally meet 
by chance. Sometimes, 
the original infatuation 
is revived and the rela- 


_tionship consummated. 


On other occasions 


_ there is no romantic re- 


vival, and you might. 
even question the orig- 
inal attraction. 


Right now, faced with 
Reed’s first album _ for 
Arista, 'm reminded of my 
admiration for his achieve- 
ments, but [P’m wondering 
that is quite 
enough to provoke more 
than a passing enthusiasm 


_ for this record. In other 


words, “Rock And Roll 
Heart,” despite its manifest 
flaws. could persuade me to 


get involved in some heavy 
“petting but I don’t think T'd 
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go, as they say, all the 
way. 

The record will no doubt 
disappoint those admirers of 
Reed who were encouraged by 
the signs of artistic rehabilita- 
tion on his last RCA release, 
“Coney Island. Baby,” and 
supply with fresh ammunition 
those critics who are convinc- 
ed of his decline. = 

Of its predecessors, “ Rock 
And Roll Heart” most closely 
resembles ‘‘ Transformer.” It 
is characterised by the same 
irritating blandness and fea- 
tures some songs as equally. 
facile as those which afflicted 
the earlier record. 

“1 Believe In Love,” which 
opens this album, is, for in- 
stance, perplexingly like the 
kind of inane mush Marc 
Bolan might have recorded 


had he come from New York 
(though it’s not nearly so 
vapid as the two tracks that 
follow, ‘“‘Banging On My 
Drum” and ‘Follow The 
Leader”), ~ 

Even so, only Lou Reed 


could appear with a line like 
“T believe in the Iron Cross,” 
and there is something seduc- 
tive in the mischievous hum- 
our of the song. 

The same-can be said, inci- 
dentally, for ~‘“ Senselessly 
Cruel,” a light, cruising piece 
with a melody taken from 
“Billy ” (a song included on 
“Sally Can’t Dance,” Reed’s 
1974 disaster), and the amus-~ 
ing “Claim To Flame,” both 
of which are featured on side 
two of this inconsistent album. 

If I sound a little unenthus- 


g . 


iastic thus far about ‘Rock 
And Roll Heart,” it is only 
because one expects so much 
from Lou Reed, and there are 
at least five tracks here~that 
bear some reasonable compari- 
‘son with past and recent 
glories, ~ : 

The title track, for example, 
with its surging organ chords 
from Fonfara and_ stabbing 
guitar riffs from Reed (he 
plays all the guitars on the 
record), which is as vibrant 
as, say, “New Age” (as well 
as bearing a distinct resem- 
blance to “Like A _ Rolling 
Stone,” I feel). 

Lyrically, it’s one of Reed’s 
sharpest songs in a while: “I 
don’t like opera and I don't 
like ballet / And New Wave 
French moyies they just drive 
me away,” is how he intro- 
duces it. A chart contender, ! 


“fancy. ~ ‘ 
Even better is “Ladies 
Pay,” a curious composition 


which I would tentatively de- 
scribe as a lament for the 
wives of servicemen overseas, 
who are themselves hopeless- 
ly lost (“the poor sick soldier 
lies in his bed beside his girl/ 
Thinking of another place on 
the other side of the world”). 
Reed invests the song with 
an uncharacteristic degree of 
emotion and plays interesting- 
ly slurred guitar — at times 
it sounds positively anguished 
— over a vaguely military 
tempo sweetened by Fonfara’s 
baroque piano lines. 2 
This track, and the weary, 
evocative “You Wear It So 
Well” (which melodically re- 
calls “ Caroline Says), would 


album 


not have been out of place on 
the violently underrated “' Ber- 
lin,” as they are both~ distin- 
guished by their entrancing, 
cold mystery. 

There is humour in this col- 
lection, too: “ Vicious Circle,” 
with its nicotine-dry vocals, is 
an absolute sidesplitter, with 
Reed sounding so vacant and 
bored with his own pain that 
it’s hilarious. 

“A Sheltered Life,” with its 
anachronistic Dixieland ar- 
rangement, is a mdre elaborate 
and obvious joke — it has 
Reed denying any hedonistic 
activities and features the 
laughable assertion that he’s 
never been into narcotics, as 


TOMMY BOLIN: nothing stands out on his second solo 


well as the confession “I've 
been true to my wife and it's 
just been too much,” which he 
delivers beautifully. 
“Temporary Thing,” which 
closes the album, proves that 
there is still fire in Reed’s 
music. Its opening line runs, 
“hey now, bitch .. ~you bet- 
ter get outta here quick,’’ and 
then develops into a gratuit- 
ous dismissal of some unfor- 
tunate female who's provoked 
our hero’s wrath. The em- 
phatic percussion effects 
create a mood of orchestrated 
venom, and Reed’s vocal is 
itself full of spite. The rapid 
vocal exchanges between Reed 
and the black girl chorus are 


stunning. 

And there you have it. 
“Rock And Roll Heart" is, on 
most fronts, entertaining. It 
also features moments that re- 
vive one’s faith in Reed as u 
composer, If it was by anyone 
else, I'd maybe hesitate before 
recommending its immediate 
introduction to your record 
collection. 

But it is Lou Reed we're 
talking about. And he’s still 
one of the most compulsively 
fascinating performers rock 
and roll ever invented. There, 
I’ve talked myself into a one- 
night stand. At the very least. 


‘ MMY BOLIN; “Private 
Eyes” (CBS). It’s that 
scoundrel Thomas Bolin back 


again with another solo 
album, this time with a new 
record label and another 


band. When Tommy came to 
these shores as the replace- 
ment for Ritchie Blackmore 
in Deep Purple, great things 
were expected. Tommy had 
made a name for himself, 
mainly on the strength of his 
guitar work on a _ Billy 
Cobham album, “Spectrum.” 
Those who were singing his 
praises were most surprised 
when he seemed to fall to 
Pea with Purple. I have a 
orrible memory of Purple’s 
Wembley gig, when the band 
seemed bent on self-destruc- 
tion. The intelligent guitarist 
and singer so _ intent on 
pouring himself into the 
“Teaser” solo album, suc- 
ceeded in upsetting Purple 
fans and everybody else. But 
this ‘was probably only a 
momentary aberration that 
stemmed from playing music 
for money in a band that 
didn’t suit him. Who can 
tel? At any rate this new 
album is far removed from 
heavy metal, jazz-rock and 
anything else he has done. 
His guitar is rather subdued 
and plays alongside tenor 
saxist Norma Jean Bell 
through a selection of unad- 
venturous tunes. Nothing 


5 pages 
of insight 


really stands out or causes 
much excitement and the 
band sound half asleep. “It 
seems nothing is right,” sings 
Tommy on one cut. It sums 
up the album, I'm afraid, 
—C.W. 


ITTLE RIVER’ BAND: 
“Little River Band” 
(EMI). The very first line-sung 
on this album is: “Hey, every- 
body, yeah, Don't you feel 
that there’s something?” The 
Little River Band do have 
something, but the pity is that 
this album, their first in Eng- 
land, only hints at it. The 
band, a bunch of Aussies, 
almost fell foul to the dreaded 
Hype Disease when in- 
itially pushed them with com- 
parisons to Steely Dan, the 
Doobie Brothers and some 
other American bigwigs. 
You've heard them, they said, 
well, prepare for . . . you 
know who. And along they 
come, I don't think, however, 
that unnecessary hype will af- 
fect the Little River Band's 
future. They've a lot goin 
for them; they play swell, 
write pleasant melodies, and 
have a good harmony. They 
are a wee bit like the Hollies 
and a couple of other groups, 
and have yet to create an 
identity of their own. There 
are six: Graham Goble (vocals 
and guitars), Glenn Shorrock 
(vocals), Beeb Birtles (vocals, 


guitar), Rick Formosa (lead 
guitar), - Roger McLachan 
(bass) and Derek  Pellicci 


(drums). Snatches of songs on 
“Little River Band" are ap- 
pealing, like “Curiosity (Killed 
The_-Cat),” “My Lady And 
Me,” “Emma” and “Statute Of 
Liberty.” My favourite track 
is “Meanwhile,"" a medium- 
paced rocker, and another 
good one is “It’s A Long Way 
There,” the track that most 
exemplifies what is good 
about the LRB: melody and 
harmony. The last line in that 
song is “It’s a long way there, 
it's a long way to where Pm 
going.” Might not be. lads. 
Very pleasant, very BBC. — 


NN 


